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FLICKERING  CANDLELIGHT 


Earth's  Loveliness 

Earth's  loveliness  is  all  there  is 

To  raise  one  from  each  sharpening  sorrow. 

A  little  joy  is  spirit  caught 

To  well  one  through  a  frail  tomorrow. 

The  spring  sun's  sheen  on  fragile  leaves, 
The  rain-silvered  asparagus  fern, 
A  startling  cry  of  a  night  owl 
Within  thick  dark,  will  beauty  earn. 

The  pale  and  pointed  loveliness 
Of  shadows  on  a  moon-full  night 
Move  slowly  on  my  heart  which  is 
As   frail   as   flickering   candlelight. 


[11] 


My  Heart  Sings 

The  moist  brown  loam  of  new-ploughed  earth, 
The  pale  uncurling  of  wet  ferns, 
The  frail   perfume  of  April's  hair, 
The  chatter  as  a  robin  learns 

To  fly  from  branch  to  budded  branch, 
The  clear  pierce  of  an  oriole 
From  top  to  top  of  grey  laced  trees, 
A  rabbit's  scamp  with  frightened  soul, — 

These  are  a  part  of  pungent  wind 
Caressingly  that  blows  new  springs 
Across  my  path,  and  with  the  pale 
White  fluttering  flower  my  heart  sings. 


[12] 


Spring  Rain 


The   rain   has   pattered   all   night   long. 
Under  the  eaves  a  little  pool 
Ripples  as  tall  robins  cool 
Their  bodies,  hot  with  joyous  song. 

Dripping  from  each  shining  limb 
Are  startling  drops  of  fragrant  rain, 
And  the  pale  leaves  in  lush  pain, 
Heavy,  nod,  their  outlines  dim. 


[13] 


Three  Notes 


Three  notes  of  a  robin 
Hold  all  the   sorrow 
And  frail,  fearful  joy 
Of  a  poignant  tomorrow. 

The  slant  of  a  maple 
Naked  of  leaves 
Will  lean  on  my  spirit 
That  silently  grieves. 

The  pierce  of  a  flower 
Against  startled  sod 
Will  trumpet  upon  me 
Awareness  of  God. 


[14] 


A  Wraith  of  Snow 


A  wraith  of  snow 
From  a  tree  blew  by, 
Fragilely  vanishing 
Like  a  faint  sigh. 

O  lovely  shape 
That  could  not  stay, 
Like  a  slight  white  dream 
Melting  away, 

Like  the  touch  of  mist 
Upon  one's  face, 
Like  a  frail  white  wisp 
Of  Olovely  lace, 

Like  a  pale  white  flower 
That  hardly  grows 
And  the  wind,  its  petals 
Broken,  blows. 

Pale  wraith  of  snow 
Like  a  dream  I  knew 
Lost  in  a  night 
As  an  east  wind  blew. 


[15] 


/  Will  Go  Now 


I  will  go  now,  go  now 

Up  into  the  hills, 

Covered    with   white    glistening    snow. 

For  there  the  spirit  fills 

With  delight  of  sleigh  bells, 

And  little  barking  dogs, 

And  one's   own  jam  on  bread  for  tea 

Before  the  crackling  logs. 

I  will  go  now,  go  now 
That  spring  is  in  the  air 
And  my  little  twisted  orchard 
Twines  blossoms  in  her  hair, 

And  all  the  little  singing  birds 
Are  gaily  mating  now, 
While  the  farmer  on  the  hillside 
Guides  the  horses  and  the  plough. 

I  will  go  now,  go  now 
That  summer  has  come  on, 
And  the  smell  of  new-cut  grass 
Is  on  the  sloping  lawn, 

And   night  with   rolling  thunder  clouds 
That  flash  against  the  west, 
And  rain  that  falls  across  one's  face 
Caressingly  and  blest. 


[16] 


I  will  go  now,  go  now 
That  it  is  six  o'clock. 
I  hear  the  slow  strokes  ringing 
In  the  tower  of  grey  rock, 

For  I  shall  not  be  late  for  tea 

Upon  an  autumn  night 

With  griddle  cakes  piled  soft  and  high 

And  syrup's  brown  delight. 


[17] 


Complaint 


Two  fragile  white  moths 
Play  tag  in  the  sun. 
Over  tall  cornstalks 
They  flit  and  run. 

My  great  lazy  dog 
Is  contented  to  lie 
On  pale  green  grass 
While  ants  pass  by. 

And  I  should  be 
As  content  as  the  blue 
Warm  sky  overhead 
Which  clouds  sail  through. 

Yet  I  cannot  be 
Quiet  today, 
For  my  spirit  is  frail 
With  you  away. 


[18  J 


My  Orchard 


I  have  an  orchard, 
Small,  it  is  true, 
Holding  pear  trees, 
Apples,  too. 

In  the  springtime 

Blossoms  fair 

Intertwine 

My  orchard's  hair; 

Pale  white  snow 
On   each   pear   tree, 
Each  pink  blossom 
An  apple  for  me. 

And  when  autumn 
Paints  trees  gold, 
My  trees  give  me 
Fruit  to  hold. 

All   through   the   winter 
Each  bare  tree 
Nakedly  splendid 
Keeps  watch  over  me. 


[1»] 


Postlude 

Walking  in  my  orchard  in  the  cool  of  the  day, 
I  watched  great  heavy  bees  at  play, 
And  listened  to  what  the  robins  say. 

A  petal  fell  against  my  cheek  .  .  . 

Dear  Lord,  dear  Lord,  I  feel  quite  meek, 

And  wonder  your  playing  hide-and-seek. 


[20] 


Love  Passed 


Love  passed  me  by 
On  a  winged  steed, 
So  swiftly,  before 
I  could  feel  the  need. 

The  sway  of  its  wings 
Fanned  my  drowsy  eyes. 
Until  it  was  gone 
I  grew  not  wise. 

But  now  I  know 

In  bitter  shame 

A  voice  that  called 

To  my  unknown  name. 


[21] 


Mood 


Wandering  through  a  misty  night 
I  have  lost  my  guiding  star. 
Though  I  slowly  journey  far 
I  cannot  find  my  one  true  light. 

Lonely  with  a  haunting  dread, 

I  have  lost  unfailing  love. 

Though  I  search  below,  above, 

I    cannot    find    its    grey-spun    thread. 


[22] 


Unsolved 


How  can  I  tell  to  you 
With  empty  words 
My  thoughts  that  flit 
Like  restless  birds? 

How  can  I  give  you 
The  love  that  I  feel  ? 
Ecstasy   is   prisoner 
With  a  heavy  seal. 

How  can  I  show 
To  you  who  are  blind, 
The  crystalled  change 
That  now  I  find? 

I  lie  like  Jewish  Ruth 
On   Boas'  threshing  floor. 
Look  now  upon  me. 
Open  the  door. 

When  you  have  opened 
I  will  pass  in 
Silently,  silently, 
A  lover  to  win. 


[23] 


When  I  Fall  In 


When  I  fall  in 
To  a  well  of  pain, 
I    shall    dearly    pay- 
To  get  out  again. 

When   I   am  caught 
Within  the  trap  you've  set, 
I  shall  lie  still 
And  never  fret. 

When  you  are  fluttering 
In  my  net  of  gold 
Nothing  will  make  me 
Loosen  my  hold. 


[24] 


Puppets 

The  stars  were  cluttered  like  fields  thick  with  daisies 
Over  our  heads. 

Two  puppets  were  dancing  a  divinely  spun  joke 
By  invisible  threads. 

The  madness  that  was  brewed  from  the  evening  air 
We  gaily  sipped, 

While   through   the   darkness   surrounded   with   stars 
Ironic,  tight-lipped, 

The  Impresario  puckered  His  brow 
At  the  two  spinning  dolls 
Playing  an  ecstatic  game  called  love 
And  such  fol-de-rols. 

The  stars  were  cluttered  like  fields  thick  with  daisies 
Over  our  heads. 

Two  puppets  were  dancing  a  divinely  spun  joke 
By  invisible  threads. 


[25] 


Night  Picture 


Perhaps  by  now  I  should  forget 
The    burning    of    your    darkened    eyes. 
Though  I  am  growing  to  be  wise, 
I   cannot  lose  your  memory  yet, — 

The  yellow  of  your  glowing  hair, 
The  quiver  of  your  curling  lips, 
The  swaying  of  your  startled  hips 
As  of  a  beast  within  its  lair. 

The  pale  and  lovely  restlessness 
Of  fingers  like  ten  tapers  white 
Appears  within  my  lonely  heart 
As  I  lie  on  my  bed  at  night. 


[26] 


Loves  Peace 


My  love  for  you  will  be  an  incense 
Curling  in  wreaths  as  pale  white  smoke. 
My  love  for  you  will  be  a  golden 
Threaded,  jewel-woven   cloak. 

The  burning  incense  will  not  harm. 
The  cloak  will  only  shelter  you. 
You  will  be  free  to  try  your  wings, 
And  I  will  have  no  more  to  rue. 


[27] 


Message 


Dearest  one,  if  you  could  know 

The  whisper  of  birches  in  the  valley  below; 

If  your  pale  hair  could  feel  the  sun 

Warm  as  a  day  is  just  begun; 

If  your  eyelids  felt  the  caress  of  wind 

Through  gnarled  trees  that  blossoms  bind, 

And  you  heard  the  birds,  as  wet  with  dew 

The  crocus  opens  its  cup  anew ; 

If  in  the  night  you  felt  each  star 

Come  close,  and  the  moon's  curved  silver  bar 

That  sails  nonchalantly  out  of  reach, 

Now   hiding  behind  a  giant  beech, — 

Dearest,  the  bitterness  that  you  feel 

Would  from  your  mind  silently  steal, 

And  the  love  you  seek  in  your  loneliness 

Would  come  through  the  dusk  and  quietly  bless. 


[28] 


A  Curve  in  a  Hill 


A  curve  in  a  hill 
Pale  with  new  snow, 
The  screech  of  wild  birds 
That  to  southward  go, 

The  mark  of  a  hare 
Firmly  traced, 
White  clouds  over  blue 
Interlaced, 

The  lilt  of  a  song 
Sung  down  the  road, 
The  sway  of  a  tree 
As  the  snows  unload, 

The  wondering  depth 
Of  my  great  dog's  eyes, 
Tears  open  my  heart 
To  make  me  wise. 


[29] 


A  Poet  Said 


A  poet  said: 

Tis  better  so, 

To  see  your  loved  one 

Silent  go, 

Than  never  love 

With  bitter  woe. 

When  love  came  suddenly 
I  was  afraid, 
A  sorry  figure 
The  price  I  paid. 

Love  took  away 
The  wise  one's  poise, 
And  played  havoc 
With  my  toys. 

And  then  it  went, 
Unseen,  unheard, 
So  quietly 
Without  a  word. 

A  poet  said, 

'Tis  better  so, 

To  see  your  loved  one 

Silent  go — 

Perhaps,  perhaps, 

He  did  not  know. 


[30] 


Autumn  Song 


It  is  time  to  cease  singing, 
For  autumn  has  come. 
The  roses  have  faded. 
Your  curved  lips  grow  dumb. 

Your  grey  eyes  are  tired. 
Your  laughter  less  gay. 
The  butterflies  weary 
Have  forgotten  to  play. 


[31] 


Gently,  Gently  Smooth  My  Heart 

Gently,  gently  smooth  my  heart 
With  your  dark,  quiet  eyes. 
The  flower  in  my  inmost  soul 
Will  wither  if  I  am  wise. 

Gently,  gently  smooth  my  hair 
With  your  pale  quiet  hands, 
And  water  in  my  sleeping  heart 
The  spring  that  understands. 

For  I  would  still  my  restlessness 

Within  your  harboring  arms, 

And   suck   the   strength   within   your   breast 

To  face  the  world's  alarms. 


L32] 


Crowing  Old 


The  marks  of  gentle  rabbits'  feet 
Are  delicately  traced  in  snow. 
The  trees  throw  down  thin  icicles 
To   weary   passers-by  below. 

The  wind  is  gently  hushed,  that  it 
May  not  erase  the  winter  calm. 
The  little  snowbirds,  chirping,  do 
Not  view  the  winter  with  alarm. 

And   if  the   trees   and   birds  and   hares 
Can  bear  courageously  the  cold, 
Why   cannot   I   without  a  cry 
Of  bitterness  view  growing  old? 


[33] 


/  Must  Leave  All  I  Have  Knorvn 

I  must  leave  all  I  have  known; 

The  grey  hollows  under  drifts  of  snow, 

The  delight  of  being  alone, 

The  sound  of  dripping  very  slow, 
Of  intricate  patterns  of  long  thin  ice, 
The  sound  of  wind  in  stealthy  woe, 

The  fire  of  logs  that  for  warmth  will  suffice, 

The  warm  softness  of  my  dog's  head, — 

All  I   have  known,  to  pay  the  price, 

While  the  ghosts  of  the  past  by  my  window  tread. 


[34] 


Answer  to  a  Critic 

You  may  be  right  that  I  have  little  in  me. 
Only  I  know  .  .  . 

That  I  lie  strangely  dumb  before  the  springtime, 
And  pale  cold  snow. 

You  may  be  right,  .  .  .  but  oriole's  sharp  singing 
Startles  my  heart, 

And  of  the  deep  blue  of  an  April  morning 
I  have  a  part. 

You  may  be  right  ...  but  in  my  loved  one's  eyes 

I  numbly  see 

The  joy  and  poignant  beauty  of  a  dawn 

Not  meant  for  me. 


[35] 


Lyric 


Sailing  across  the  turquoise  sky 
Is  a  gauze  boat, 
Having  no  cargo,  nor  destination 
But  dreamlike  to  float. 

Wandering  slowly  across  a  great  space 
Dreams  my  white  soul, 
Wondering,  pitying,  living  and  longing, 
Having   no    goal. 


[36] 


Tree  Toads 


Today  I  heard  the  tree  toads  ring 
Their  silver  jangling  bells, 
And  then  I  knew  that  spring  had  come 
On  hillside  and  in  dells. 

The  crocuses  had  opened  wide 
Their  cups  of  lavender 
And  white  and  purple,  and  the  crows 
Were  cawing  scavenger. 

The  robins  trilled  at  dawn.     Again 
At  six  they  sang  their  song. 
But  when  I  heard  the  tree  toads,  I 
Knew  spring  had  come  along. 


[37] 


Words 


All  words  have  been  pondered 
In  poems  before, 
So  that  I  am  puzzled 
Which  words  to  use  more. 

Strange,  sharp  and  fragile 
Awareness  is  sought, 
All  words  that  cling  frailly, 
All  words  that  have  caught 

The  caress  of  the  south  wind. 
The  leaves  starkly  dead 
Have  blown  from  another 
To  my  flower  bed. 


[38] 


I  Am  Weary,  Ariel 

I  am  weary,  Ariel. 

Come  before  my  frost-bound  casement. 

Whisper  in  the  drifting  wind 

To  my  spirit's  dire  displacement. 

The  chilling  wraiths  of  drifting  snow 

Crowd  within  my  tired  heart. 

Sing  to  me  a  serenade 

Before  the  ghosts  of  beauty  part. 

Frail  is  each  grey  moving  shadow 
Underneath  the  hanging  drifts. 
Delicately  sings  your  echo 
Through  the  wind's  mad,  silent  shifts. 

Frail  is  my  enduring  spirit. 

Ariel,  give  to  me  a  song. 

That  covering  with  grey-spun  beauty 

I  may  hide  each  shrinking  wrong. 


[39] 


Blw 


I  shall  have  a  blue  house 
With    pale   blue   window-panes, 
And    blue    drops   from    off   the    eaves 
Will  spatter  when  it  rains. 

I  shall  have  a  blue  room 
And  five  blue  china  chairs. 
I   shall   have  a  carpet 
Of  blue  silk  on  the  stairs. 

On  a  cushioned  sofa 
Of  soft  inviting  blue 
I  shall  sit  and  sip  blue  tea 
And  contemplate  my  shoe, 

With   shining  sapphire  buckles. 
And  I  shall  smooth  my  dress 
With  blue-ringed  fingers. 
Around  my  hair  shall  press 

A  circlet  of  blue  flowers. 
While  in  a  pale  blue  suit 
My  lover  stands  beside  me 
And  plays  a  turquoise  flute. 


[40] 


November  Mist 


A  grey  mist  touches  softly 
The  tired  brown  hill's  face. 
The  naked  trees  are  covered 
With  a  bridal  lace. 

Just  so  my  heart  is  covered 
With  spun  lace  by  your  smile, 
To  hide  the  bare  brown  bitterness 
Of  waiting  for  a  while. 


[41] 


Locks 


She  locks  her  bureau  when  she  leaves 
Her  house  and  hides  the  key, 
So  that  her  trinkets  will  remain 
Safe,   where  no  robbers  be. 

She  locks  her  heart  whenever  she  meets 
A  foe,  or  kindly  friend, 
So  that  its  beauty  withers  dumb, 
I  know  not  to  what  end. 


[42] 


Nonchalantly  I  Will  Co 

Nonchalantly  I  will  go 

Through  the  rain  and  through  the  snow. 

Nonchalantly  I  will  throw 

A  silken  cloak  about  my  woe. 

If  on  a  briar  my  cloak  I  tear 

And  show  the  bitterness  hiding  there, 

I  will  weave  a  patch  so  fair 

That  all  will  marvel  at  skill  so  rare. 

My  silken  cloak  will  never  fall 
From  my  body  white  and  small, 
For  the  clasp  of  jewels  and  all 
Is  fastened  with  eternal  gall. 


[43] 


Afy  Dog 

Warm   red   fur  leans   against   my   chair. 

An  impatient  rise  of  a  cushioned  paw, 

And   eyes  of  brown   velvet   stare   through   dark  ages 

From  an  unknown  fear,  and  a  jungle  law. 

Long  flapping  ears  brush  over  my  hand. 
A  cold  black  nose  screws  under  my  arm. 
Brown  velvet  eyes  are  seeking  to  find 
Within  me,  without,  what  would  do  me  harm. 


[44] 


On  Hearing  Schubert's  Unfinished  Symphony 

What  loneliness  caused  you  to  make 
The  lyric  loveliness  of  strings 
Pass  like  a  slight  and  fragile  wind 
That  blows  by  us  a  thousand  springs? 

What  fleeting  joy  caused  you  to  spin 

A  dream-web  of  such  delicate  parts, 

To   float   as    moonlight   through   the    night 

Upon   our   deep   despairing   hearts? 


[45] 


Motionless  Is  Every  Tree 

Motionless  is  every  tree, 

Bent  with   ice 

And  bent  with  snow, 

Heavy  laden  in  a  row, 

Not  a  wind  to  blow  them  free. 

Every  twig  in  armor  grey, 

Ice  encased, 

Is  bent  to  earth. 

Frozen  is  all  life  of  mirth 

Underneath  white  powder  spray, 

Like  a  person  I  know  well. 

Her  spirit  is 

In  a  case. 

Her  body  clothed  in  drooping  lace 

Cannot  change  the  evil  spell. 


[46] 


Afy  Little  Town 

Over  my  little  town 
White  clouds  are  sailing, 
Above   my  little  town 
Five  steeples  cleave  the  air, 
About  my  little  town 
Brown  hills  are  calling, 
Within  my  little  town 
Beasts  have  their  lair. 

Over  my  little  town 
Great  birds  go   soaring, 
Above  my  little  town 
The  moon  floats  pale, 
About  my  little  town 
White  birches  whisper, 
Within  my  little  town 
Joy  is  frail. 

Copyright,   1925,  by  Charles  Scribner's  Sons 


[47] 


Song 


Some  girls  wear  a  wreath  of  gold. 
Some  wear  silver  shoes. 
Others  in  fine  lace  are  bold, 
And  rings  in  threes  and  twos. 

Some  girls  rustle  in  fine  silk 
And  catch  their  lover's  eye. 
Others  have  skin  white  as  milk 
And   pity  not  a   sigh. 

But  I  will  dream  among  the  weeds 
That  choke  my  hollyhocks, 
And  caress  gently  all  my  seeds 
As  wind  about  me  stalks. 

And  I  will  love  among  the  trees 
That  weave  lace  in  and  out, 
And  never  let  my  frail  heart  freeze 
But  be  a  country  lout; 

A  country  lout  in  coarse  homespun 
And  listen  to  the  moan 
Of  men,  and  gaze  into  the  sun 
Among  the  hills  alone. 
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You  Ask 


You  ask  me  what  I  want. 
I   do  not  know. 
My  breaking  heart  is  numb 
Like  cold  snow. 

You  ask  me  to  be  still. 
I  cannot  be. 

As  long  as  youth  will  stay 
I  must  be  free. 
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Shadows 


Shadows  go  marching  across  my  eyes 
When  the  dusk  begins  to  grow, 
And  the  bare  trees  point  lean  fingers 
Toward  the  houses  lying  low. 

One  by  one,  and  in  twos  and  threes, 
Shadows  go  by  I  do  not  know. 
If  I  have  known  them  I  cannot  remember, 
But  something  tells  me  they  bring  but  woe. 
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Clouds 

Clouds  dance  across  the  earth  on  a  cold  May  day, 
Inverted  white  balloons,  playthings  for  giants 

with  great  thumbs. 
Have  a  care  or  you  will  trip  across  the  shadow  of 

a  straying  cloud, 
As  it  pretends  to  hide  the  spring  beauty  and  anemones 

anemones 
gallantly  holding  their  frail  heads  against  the  wind. 
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Hopi  Victory  Dance 

With  half-closed  eyes 

You  lift  your  shield, 

Then  crouch  like  a  panther  about  to  spring 

upon  an  unsuspecting  prey, 

And  warding  with  your  spear  the  evil  spirits  thick 

about  you, 
shout  a  strangely  musical  accompaniment 
to  the  cry  of  the  Indian  bent  over  his  beating  drum. 
The  silver  belt  set  with  turquoise  shines 
about  your  swaying  hips, 

so  lithe  and  strangely  beautiful 
that  they  make  my  throat  ache. 

The  large  smear  of  bright  red  staining  each  cheek, 
And  the  brilliant  black  eyes 
of  unfathomable  depth  and  strangeness 

are  uncomprehended  by  the  white  watchers 
in  shallow  curiosity,  clothed  in  ugliness. 
Yours  are  wildly  beautiful 

And  cover  lightly  your  sinuous  grace  as  of  a  moun- 
tain lion. 
You  spring  like  a  young  deer. 
You  scorn,  and  laugh  at  us. 
Your  ways  are  not  meant  for  our  stupidity. 
Something  rises  between  us — 
a  mist  of  strangeness — 
a  veil  of  uncomprehension — 
a  maze  of  useless  exactions. 
If  I  could  free  my  spirit  from  the  crust  that  clings 

so  closely, 

I  could  then  see  as  you  see. 
Indian  Dancer — 

I  would  like  to  understand 

But  I  cannot. 
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Portrait 


Like  water  that  drips  over  moss-covered  rocks 

is  your  hair  in  floating  moonlight. 
Like  snow-white  birds  that  bathe  in  a  faintly  rippling 

pool 

are  your  feet  that  shimmer  with  dew  among  bent 

grass  blades. 
Like  two  shooting  stars  that  in  silence  dart  across 

the  cold  sky 

are  your  eyes. 
Like  curved  willow  branches,  that  sway  in  mute  ache  over 

a  slow  stream 

are  your  hands. 
Two  little  pendant  moons  softly  asleep 

are  your  breasts. 
A    burning   comet,   a   red    flower    of    delicate    poison 

are  your  lips. 
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Minstrel  Show 

The  minstrel  show  has  come  to  town. 

Tired  eyes — 

With  a  blare  of  noise 

The   cornet  trills. 

The  tin  drum  flourishes. 

A  black  man  with  white  ears  clogs 

Before  a  straining  band. 

Children  pour  from  school 

Excitedly 

Into   the   sun-beaten   street, 

Following  the  straggling  few 

Forcing  smiles 

For  a  while 

To  forget  the  dirt 

And  bitterness. 

Tarnished   spangles, 

Gaudy  reds — 

In  disdain  the  band  plays  gaily  a  new  tune. 

Forget  your  trouble 

And  follow  us. 

Never  mind  if  in  our  eyes 

You  read  your  sorrow. 

Come  and  see  us  twist  into  strange  shapes, 

Shout  through  our  noses  a  gay,  shameful  tune, 

Tell  jokes  to  color  your  pale  faces. 

The  minstrel  show  has  come  to  town. 
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//  You   Would  Know 

I  am  of  the  loneliness  of  the  bent  farmer 

guiding  his  horses  up  a  snow-covered  hill. 
I  am  of  the  fire  burning  blood-red 

in  the  sky  on  late  winter  afternoons, 
of  the  supplication  in  the  eyes  of  a  hungry  dog, 
of  the  look  of  a  woman  who  fears. 
I  am  of  thick  darkness  on  a  moonless  night, 

If  you   would  know. 
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Witches 

Hist! 

Sweeping  this  way  and  that 
A  crazy  old  broom, 
Beware  of  stray  bristles 
For  they  turn  you  green. 
Run  fast. 

They  come  limping 

And  chattering  through  toothless  gums. 
A  low  growl  from  the  sleeping  dog, 
A  moan  from  the  cow, 

Three  together  have  jumped  from  the  moon, 
The  cat  spits  out  warning — 
A  devil's  meow. 
A   lengthening   shadow 
Of  a  sudden  collapses. 
A  moan  by  the  window, 
A  tap  on  the  door. 
Do  not  open. 
A  green  snake 
Glides  from  the  fire. 
Three  times  in  a  circle — 
Vanishes  in  smoke. 
I  am  choking. 
O  help  me ! 
The  witches  have  gone. 
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The  Dancer 

He  leaps  upon  the  stage  like  a  flash  of  fire, 

His    head   glittering    with   gold    plumes    that    rest- 
lessly sway. 
Half  a  turn,  and  he  waves  his  arm, 

Like  a  willow-branch  asleep  in  a  spring  wind. 
A  leap  like  a  shaft  of  forked  lightning — 

His  shoulders  shine  smooth  before  the  footlights. 
He  turns  rapidly  upon   five  crimson  toes — suddenly 
stops, 

Quivers,  to  contemplate  the  high  note  of  a  violin. 
Dreamily  he  half  closes  his  shadowed  eyes — 

Turns,  and  is  gone. 
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En  Masquerade 

Greatly  self-conscious  in  your  high  pointed  collar, 
You  blush  under  the  rouge  at  the  adoring  admiration 

of  your  little  wife  in  many  flounces 

and  a  tight  green  bodice. 
Her  little   feet  are   framed   in   frail   lace   pantalettes, 
While  you  with  great  importance  carefully  lift  one  foot 

tightly  encased  in  grey  trousers. 
Your  curly  hair  is  brushed  quite  right. 
Do  not  fear. 
No  one  will  know  you   in  the  dashing  young  hero 

who    drinks    too    much    port    and    swaggers 

through  the  middle  of  the  century. 
Or  perhaps  you  are  more  truly  you, — 
And  have  found  a  fit  dress  for  the  charming  bluster 

of  your  soul. 
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When  Chaliapin  Sings 

An  ominous  roll  of  thunder  spreads 

across  far  distances, 

forked  by  variegated  lightning. 
A  hot  sun  shines  on  clanging  brass  cymbals 

which  gradually  subside 

into  full  silence. 
The  mocking  of  a  dance  macabre  in  a  confusing  dream 

becomes  tenuous, 

until  displaced  by  the  crooning  of  a  mother 

rocking  her  baby  to  sleep 

in  maternal  agony. 
The  voice  of  the  Volga, 

and  of  all  rivers  whereon  strain  human  bondage, 

shouts  to  be  rid  of  its  chains. 
The  cry  of  pain  mixed  with  desire 

muffles  the  march  of  those  about  to  die  in  battle. 
One  is  raised  in  terrible  expectation, 

to  be  stilled  by  soft  rain, 

as  it  twists  through  white-petaled  trees. 
A  giant  hawk 

falls  suddenly  upon  its  prey, 

its  talons  glistening  in  amazing  beauty. 
Life  trembles  as  a  panther  before  her  prey. 

Fear  becomes  articulate  as  a  fluttering  bird. 

Death  hovers  with  quiet  wings. 

Desire  broods  as  a  pregnant  mother, 
When  Chaliapin  sings. 
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Silhouettes 


Silhouettes 

Against  the  flaming  sky — 

Like  dark  grey  shadows, 

You  move  endlessly 

To  nowhere. 

Like  the  sharp  forms 

That  move  endlessly 

Against   my   spirit, 

You  have  no  goal. 

Silhouettes — 

A   lithe   shadow   of  a  young  girl 

Leans   slightly   against   her   lover's   arm. 

One  cannot  see  her  face 

Against  the  glare 

Of  the  blood-red  sky, 

Nor  the  face  of  her  lover 

As  he  looks  into  mysterious  distance. 

Silhouettes — 

An  old  bent  woman 

Leaning  on  a  fretful  cane 

Walks    beside    a    shrunken    man 

In  a  tall  hat. 

Silhouettes — 

See,  beautiful  lovers, 

Your  silhouette  will  suddenly  change 

To  an  old  bent  woman, 

And  a  querulous  old  man. 

Silhouettes — 

Having  no  goal, 

Silhouettes 

Dreaming  across  my  spirit. 
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SONNETS 


Now  I  am  glad  of  spring.    Each  little  bird 

Goes  hopping  gaily  down  into  my  heart, 

And  with  each  evensong  I  share  a  part 

Of  all  the  throbbing  silence.    Not  a  word 

Of  panting  little  violets  is  unheard 

By  my  fast  beating  pulse.    The  reddened  dart 

That  giant  leafing  maples  will  impart 

To  the  moist  earth  will  my  awareness  gird. 

And  I  am  glad  of  burning  oriole's  song 
That  pierces  through  the  blue  between  tall  trees, 
Of  frogs  at  night  that  lonely  strike  the  air, 
Of  fern's  uncurling  their  pale  fragile  hair, 
And  that  my  love  cannot  be  more  than  these. 
For  intimately  they  to  me  belong. 
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// 

If  I  am  cold,  I  do  not  mean  to  seem 

To  be  that  way.    Perhaps  it  is  the  heat 

That  surges  upward  from  my  lingering  feet 

And  will  not  be  suppressed,  that  dims  the  gleam 

So  that  you  cannot  find  within  life's  stream 

My  spirit  drowned  by  frail  love's  mocking  cheat, 

And  our  two  souls  just  miss  that  then  should  meet 

Upon  the  time  and  places  that  you  deem 

A  fitting  chance.    O  that  a  summer  moon 

Would  break  the  barrier  that  chains  us  so, 

Or  the  dull  lapping  of  a  lake  in  spring 

Within  the  fragrant  woods  would  grant  our  boon. 

For  life  cannot  forever  say  its  no, 

But  shall  to  our  dumb  hearts  its  love-peace  bring. 
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///  Three  Sonnets 


Long  having  waited  for  your  recognition, 
The  light  in  your  dark  eyes  has  made  me  start. 
More  pity  that  so  soon  we  had  to  part  .  .  . 
And  you  have  answered  my  controlled  petition. 
Now  I  can  wait  with  patience  the  fruition, 
And  still  within  the  night  my  beating  heart, 
While  silently  the  future  forms  a  chart 
Of  sorrow  giving  joy  a  wide  submission. 

I  hardly  hear  the  catbird's  flowing  song. 

And  yet  I  know  it  is  a  lovelier  thing 

Than  that  which  thrilled  before  in  the  cool  spring. 

The  burning  rambler  has  quite  lost  its  fire, 

The  tea  rose  its  pale  fragrant  hurt  entire, 

Because  I  know  that  you  to  me  belong. 

II 

Quiet  the  panting  doubts  within  my  heart. 

Now  you  have  gone,  I  do  not  feel  so  sure. 

What  if,  like  the  red  rose,  your  love  endure 

But  to  midsummer,  when  its  petals  part 

From  the  strong  stem?    Yet  to  have  seen  the  start 

Within  your  quiet  eyes  should  all  insure. 

It  cannot  be  that  dreams  will  only  lure. 

Your  low  voice  did  ring  out  a  counterpart. 

I  shall  await  the  autumn  painting  red 
Each  curving  hillside,  when  the  geese  honk  south, 
And  store  within  my  heart  like  the  gray  squirrel 
Each  little  helpless  word  that  you  have  said, 
The  twitch  of  silent  pain  upon  your  mouth, 
And  guard  with  jealous  joy  my  one  black  pearl. 
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Ill 

I  cannot  free  my  spirit  from  the  pain 
Of  your  imagined  presence.    As  I  weed 
My  flaming  garden  all  the  pressing  need 
Comes  hard  upon  me  like  quick  summer  rain. 
In  the  moist  loam  I  see  your  eyes'  disdain, 
And  your  courageous  strength  is  in  each  reed. 
All,  all  does  my  intemperate  craving  feed. 
I  count  each  task  accomplished  but  small  gain. 

What  would  I  give  to  feel  your  quiet  hand 
Upon  my  own,  giving  to  me  your  strength, 
To  hear  your  voice  caress  against  each  fear, 
To  feel  our  fragile  love  grow  and  expand, 
Until  the  pitying  glare  is  dimmed  at  length 
To  let  a  greater  flame  forever  sear. 
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IV  Transient  Beauty 

Beauty  cannot  be  caught  within  a  net, 

For  butterflies  soon  die,  deprived  of  air. 

Nor  would  the  light  of  bubbles  seem  so  fair 

If  lasting  ever.     Rather  let  the  fret 

Of  beauty  seem  more  precious  when  the  debt 

Does  not  continue.    Like  a  yellow  pair 

Of  flashing  song  birds  showing  here  and  there 

Among  the  heavy  waves  of  hemlock,  set 

Against  the  gentle  sway  of  springtime  winds, 

Is  beauty.    Now  it  comes.    Now  it  is  not. 

And  when  within  the  fresh  green  woods  of  May 

Suddenly  a  pale  white  flower  binds 

You  to  exult,  take  it  within  life's  lot, 

And  do  not  cry  if  beauty  will  not  stay. 
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V 

I  would  commune  with  silence  in  the  night 
Enshrined  within  a  pendant  glowing  moon. 
For  out  of  stillness  then  would  come  the  boon 
Of  your  remembered  breath,  and  ghostly  white 
Long  fluttering  lashes,  like  a  silver  light 
Over  your  eyes.    The  startling  insects'  rune 
Would  shrilly  pierce  about  us  with  the  tune 
Of  ecstasy,  and  choke  us  with  our  plight. 

Now  that  I  stand  alone  to  feel  your  ghost 
Surround  me  as  wet  dew  upon  the  lawn, 
The  moon  burns  deep  into  my  emptiness  .  .  . 
And  then  in  silence,  like  the  passing  Host, 
Or  stillness  of  pale  gray  before  the  dawn, 
Your  spirit  stoops  from  a  white  star  to  bless. 
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VI  Dream-Weary 

I  am  weary  of  dreams  and  their  fathomless  spinning, 
Weary  of  palaces  built  of  a  shadow  of  gold 
Textures,  bright,  mothlike,  that  never  reality  hold, 
Dreams  that  have  no  end  and  never  beginning. 
I  am  weary  of  deadening  desire  and  winning 
Mock  battles  over  pain  by  frail  dreams  untold, 
Receiving  each  passionate  love  in  my  own  little  mould, 
While  a  world  passes  by  on  the  rack  with  its  petty  dinning. 

Once  I  would  taste  of  what  does  not  pass  with  the  dawn, 
Once  feel  the  heat  that  with  leaving  it  cannot  grow  chill, 
Live  in  a  world  that  sharp,  tangible,  cannot  grow  dumb, 
Where  pain  and  love-heat  burn  without  dream-web  pawn, 
Live  in  the  rack  and  the  sharp  cutting  present  until 
With  desire  of  gossamer  dreams  my  spirit  grows  numb. 
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VII    I  Would  Be  Wise 

I  would  be  wise  in  all  earth's  mystic  ways. 

The  solemn  lethargy  of  each  long  worm 

I  would  have  cognizance  of,  and  how  the  term 

Of  winter  finds  the  varnished  apple  sprays 

And  bids  them  grow  until  on  April  days 

The  leaves  come  forth  uncurling  from  the  germ 

Of  throbbing  sap.    The  bees  of  body  firm 

Steal  honey  in  their  buzzing  roundelays. 

I  fain  would  follow  every  drop  of  snow 
Soft  melted  as  it  sinks  within  the  earth 
And  brushes  by  the  nose  of  mouse  asleep. 
These  things  to  prize,  in  humbleness  to  know, 
Would  give  my  spirit  a  new  lasting  mirth, 
Or  give  me  leave  with  dripping  eaves  to  weep. 
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VIII 

Snow  whiteness  gleams.    In  a  melodic  flow 

Stiff  branches  flash  against  blue  to  entice 

As  blinding  swords  inlaid  with  gems  of  price 

Surpassing  rainbows.     In  a  gavotte  slow 

Of  warming  sunlight  spreading  over  the  snow 

A  squirrel  jumps  from  branch  to  branch  of  ice, 

Intensifying  stillness  with  the  slice 

Of  falling  glass  glistening  in  the  glow. 

Upon  a  day  as  this  one  would  forget 

The  bitter  vacuousness  of  arrant  men, 

And  to  the  sharpening  beauty  of  the  pines 

Give  one's  self  entire.    And  yet  .  .  .  and  yet, 

Being  enclosed  within  a  subtle  pen 

Of  thoughtful  barriers,  they  draw  dark  lines. 


[71] 


IX  To  One  Killed  in  War 

If  you  had  lived,  would  you  be  laughing  now 
At  some  old  jest  that  hid  within  your  heart, 
Or  would  the  pain  of  aging  take  a  part 
Of  your  swift  smile,  and  disillusion  bow 
Your  finely  molded  head  ?    Would  life  allow 
The  spectral  presences  of  war  to  start 
Deep  in  your  dancing  eyes,  or  would  the  art 
Of  slow  forgetfulness  your  mind  endow? 

Perhaps  that  you  should  go  so  brave  a  lad 

Was  better  than  a  lingering  life  in  death, 

Or  being  rounded  by  a  process  slow 

To  fit  within  the  world's  fine  futile  fad. 

This  I  will  ponder  with  each  sharp-drawn  breath, 

And  through  long  ages  I  shall  never  know. 
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X  On  Losing  Youth 

I  am  grown  old  and  for  my  youth  I  cry, 
For  joy,  that  fugitive,  I  did  not  taste, 
For  days  that  purposeless  were  a  dull  waste, 
For  nights  alone  in  dreams  that  passed  me  by, 
For  pains  that  pierced  about  me,  and  that  my 
Life  was  a  monotone,  and  in  distaste 
Frail  love  went  other  ways  and  in  grim  haste, 
For  things  unknown,  for  what  I  did  not  try. 

When  some  well-meaning  one  attempts  to  say 

That  middle  age  is  best,  he  does  not  know 

That  youth  if  lost  without  its  sensuous  joy 

Is  doubly  lost  upon  life's  futile  way, 

That  he  who  through  youth's  golden  maze  will  go 

Blind,  and  untouched  is  damned  without  alloy. 


THE  END 
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